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leap out, the foremost in the hunt drew level and headed him
off; and as our rickshaws crowded round him we took the lady
from her carriage and hurried her to another drawn by a fresh
boy. But the soldier was loo quick for us, and though he might
be willing to lose his wife he leapt into the now stationary
rickshaw which she had occupied, and seated himself firmly on
her trunk.

So a wife disappeared into Durban, and the husband with
some triumph returned to the ship with his trunk. When we
sailed the following day, a self-styled officer's wife was not among
us, and what happened to her one never knew. But she was an
attractive woman of her type and probably she went up to the
Rand and found a new husband whom one may hope gave her
a better chance than this drunken fiend from the Army, of whom
we saw very little during the rest of the voyage.

We turned into Camps Bay at Cape Town and remained there
for four days for further repairs to the engines and then went out
in fine weather to continue the voyage. The ship turned in at
Tuicriftb in order to take on a deck cargo of bananas, and both
fore and aft, in the well deck aucl on the promenade, vast bunches of
green fruit were piled until they towered high above the taffraiL

As we voyaged towards the Mediterranean a stiff breeze met
us across the port beam, and the vessel, which had always rolled
appallingly, with this additional top ballast began again to give
alarm. The Captain told me that if the rising storm, for such it
was, did not abate he would be obliged to jettison the cargo, and
I learnt from him also that no insurance company would accept
risks for deck cargo. As we entered the Bay of Biscay the storm
increased to mountainous fury, even worse than we had ex-
perienced in the Australian Bight and in the Indian Ocean* The
Captain was taking at) risks, and overboard went hundreds of great
bunches of bananas, until the decks were wholly cleared of their
embarrassment, but even the sacriiicc of this cargo did not help
the Moravian much, and she staggered and lurched in the trough
of the seas even worse than did her most inebriated passengers.

At Plymouth the storm was so fierce that the tender was unable
to get alongside, so the vessel continued to plough her way up
Channel to the estuary of the Thames- We were eight days
overdue, and not only had food been reduced to a minimum,
but its quality was appalling* There were no affectionate
farewells among the passengers, and each one of us turned our
backs on our fellows to lose ourselves in London.